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	1. Chapter 01 - silence

uh... I never know what to say in these things ...  
>hello ... my name is Apex and I'm your average teenage no-lifer with an obsession over anime and the phandom. usually I spend my time dying my hair (today it's blue), cleaning my nerd glasses or drawing Eren x Levi fan art for no reason whatsoever. meh... I don't think I have anything else to say about me other then I'm the most unimportant, boring person you could meet. to be honest, I'm quite plain-looking too; lanky, pale skin, less muscle then a two-year-old girl... as you can tell I'm pretty unimportant x3<p>

now onto the important part ...

WARNINGS: angst, blood, self-harm, abuse, torture, gore, Levi x Eren.  
>if any of this is triggering DO NOT READ.<p>

DISCLAIMER: isn't it obvious? I own AOT.  
>joke I don't hehe.<p>

NOTES: MAJOR AU!  
>WOOOOOOOOOOO *hammers chest like Tarzan*<p>

enjoy and please review? -apex

* * *

><p><span>demon obessions<br>an attack on titan fan fiction by apex

. . .

chapter one

_silence_

. . .

Reiner's footsteps were fast and heavy against burning red rock, his breath coming out short and choppy as he made his way down the disused pathway twisting through overhanging canyons. Sharp crimson irises and a blackhole pupil searched through the dim lighting of the Underworld for some kind of shape or sign of movement, though nothing prominent came into view. He was looking for something, for someone; today was the day of the Gathering, and he had all the children already on the way toward the tree except for one.

That particular child's mother, named Kalura, had been putting of transporting her offspring to the Gathering Tree for six years - he would be far too old to be sorted properly. A demon was supposed to be assigned by the Ignis when they were two years old or younger. Then the flame would be able to detect their born spiritual value instead of what they had learnt within their years of early childhood. Now he would be seven; a fully-fledged demonchild, educated in the ways of life and affected metaphysically. It was outrageous. If only Sororis wasn't so stubborn - Nocta had been worried that her headstrong personality had been passed onto her first and only child. The demon queen had always been anxious about her sister's youngster because she refused to have bad blood in her family.

Sighing heavily, Reiner dragged a hand through his messy black locks and clambered over a pile of discarded rock. He didn't really know where Kalura lived; all he did know is that she didn't want to live in the castle with her sister, because she didn't want her child to become fussy and immoral like the demon queen was. All demons came out like that anyway, so Kragen didn't really see the point of living in such a desolate place. She could have just lived in the outskirts of the capital, instead of all the way out here. "Kalura!" he called out bossily, making his tone sharp and loud purposely as movement caught his eye, "Kalura, it is only Reiner! Your sister is not present, I promise to you!"

A small voice, nervous and shaky, responded to him from a blackended shape that looked awfully like a house. "Reiner..." it breathed, in a familiar female squeak, "are you here to take my child to the Gathering Tree?" He climbed closer, boots slipping on the rock as he did so.

"Yes," Reiner called, "please, Kalura, imagine what it would do to the child if he wasn't born to be in the Underworld? It would hurt his soul, put him in a lot of pain. You wouldn't want that, would you?" Crimon hues adjusted to the darkness to see a feminine shape shuffling toward him, another smaller, lanky shape pacing beside her. Instantly Reiner halted, not wanting to intimidate the demonchild with his tall height. They often got nervous easily, and especially one who had lost their father...

"He isn't hurting," Kalura had a raspy voice, as if tearing up, "I promise you he's born for-f-for the Underworld. He doesn't need to be put over the Ignis!"

Sucking in a breath, Reiner was quiet. Instead he looked to the child, who had his small hand wrapped around his mother's wrist half-heartedly, like he didn't really feel like being close to her right now. "I am sorry, Kalura," he breathed, stooping to the child's height, "he needs to be taken to the Gathering Tree. You will be arrested if you refuse."

"M-my sister will help me!" she cried out, causing the child to startle and pull his hand away from her, "she will hide me! Defend me! He doesn't need-"

"I am sorry," he breathed shakily, "I must do this for his own good." He pulled a small sack out of his pocket, digging into it to pull out a small dark purple pebble. Upon seeing it, Kalura tried desperately to grab her child, but he stepped away from her; scared that she would do something rash.

"No! Please-"

"I am truly sorry, Kalura, but I do not see why you are so overprotective about him. He is strong, strong enough to be sorted for what he really is. You should not worry for him, instead worry abour your own health; you look as if you haven't slept for a good few days, Kalura." Indeed, purple smudges echoed around emotional grey eyes, portraying her exhaustion and effort she put in to take care of her only child.

But he shook his head, gently taking the demonchild by the hand. He flinched but didn't pull away, thankfully - an unwilling transporter would mess up the entire process. "Let us go," he said, before throwing the pebble onto the ground and disappearing with the child in a puff of ugly purple smoke.

. . .

The Gathering Tree was a fantastic place; centered between the Underworld and the Underground, a large room surrounded by shafts of fire-demon flame, water-demon sculptures and airy as the air-demon's natural habitats in the heavens. In the exact middle, surrounded by a small, thin wall of delicate pale stone, was a tree of an unknown breed; twisted and distorted, with dark wood and bare of any leaves. There was a large pot-like creation between the disfigured branches - a flickering flame, harmless to all who touched it and all it touched, licking the edges of the pot like a cat greedily finishing its food in the bowl.

Every month, all four demon tribes would come to The Gathering Tree with all children born between the last Gathering and that time, unless they were too weak and small to stay away from their mothers. There was a leader to each breed of demon, who were ranked higher then most but lower then the demon queen - Nocta - herself. They would hold the child over the flame, named the Ignis, and within a few mere moments the flame would change colour into what breed they should mingle with. Blue meant water, red meant fire, white meant air and brown meant earth.

Reiner teleported in within a poof of smoke, the child's hand still tangled within his thick fingers like he was clinging on for dear life. "We're here," the leader of the fire demons breathed, looking down at the smaller demon beside him. He looked back through silky white hair, his streaks of red in his snowy bangs hiding his left eye like it had been since he was born, but his right shining like bloodpools illumated by a silver moon.

It was painfully silent, and eyes were drawn toward the pair like they had grown an extra head. The other three leaders were stood in front of a group of children in their seperate segments of the vast room. "Hello, Bertolt," he greeted to the silver-eyed, gentle leader of the air-demons as he made his way to his segment, the child in tow. "Hello, Jean, Marco. Truly sorry that I am late; his mother barely let me take him this time." The leader of the water-demons - Jean - and the leader of the earth-demons - Marco - both nodded in a respectful greeting.

Bertolt chuckled playfully, his laughter echoing off the walls. "At least you got her to release her child's hands. What is his name?"

"That doesn't matter," Reiner informed him, but the humor in his voice was evident, "we need to get this done. As you can see-" he guestered to the child beside him, who squirmed uncomfortably under his leader's eyes, "-he's not particulary used to being away from Sororis. She's been too protective over him, not letting him leave his house, but I do not see why." With a short cough, Reiner smoothly changed the subject. "Marco, would you like to go first?"

The child beside Reiner watched as demonchild after demonchild got put above the harmless flame, the only eye he had been willing to show wide like bloodied saucepans as the Ignis transferred from colour to colour according to the child that came into contact with its comforting heat. Reiner smiled softly, knowing he'd have to release the child's hand soon, so he could do the other children's sorting. Maybe Boltert; his best friend within the different breeds of demon; could comfort him until it was his turn?

"Boltert," he called out directly before it was his turn to sort the fire-demon children, "could you please help me out here?" The air-demon's silver eyes lit up and he shifted out of his segment, strides long and carefree as he made his way over.

"What is it, Reiner?" he softly questioned, looking down at the child that cowered beside the fire-demon leader like his life depended on it. The poor thing looked petrified of the air-demon, hands shaking and long, lanky body steadied in a tense protective stance. Chuckling, he looked back up.

Reiner smiled, working his hands out of the child's fierce grip. "Could you comfort him until it comes to his turn? I have a lot of others to sort and I cannot bring him with me, for obvious reasons."

"I'd love to," Boltert ran his forked tongue over his pearly whites in a habitual motion, reaching down to take the child's wrist - thank God he didn't flinch, or Boltert would have felt like he had failed to do what Reiner had asked of him. Reiner was the most powerful out of the four demonleaders; in fact, the fire-demons in general were more powerful. Their ability to source and manipulate fire, rather then being gentle like the air-demon or water-demons' ability, was more destructive; that was why they limited their use of firebending as much as possible. Since sourced flame was more forceful then manipluating it, the sensible demons kept human-world lighters in their pockets - so they could keep control of a less destructive fire rather then one that could kill a water-demon within seconds of contact.

Boltert looked over at Jean as Reiner began to sort the other demonchildren, and laughed at what he saw; the poor guy was edging away from the flame that kept the room bathed in a dim orange lighting, his sapphire eyes narrow as he glared at the powerful firedemon. He could have sworn that Jean had mumbled "I'm 'agnus dei occidere eum," which meant 'I'm gonna kill him' in demontongue - their native language.

He looked down at the child, his mind wandering to why he never showed his other eye. "Hello," he greeted warmly, "are you feeling alright?"

The child nodded shyly.

"Can you tell me your name?"

He paused, running a hand through his red-stained, snowy white bangs - Aer could have sworn he had seen a flash of icy blue in his other eye before it was hidden by his hair once more. "Uhh..." he began, albeit nervously, "Eren."

Boltert mentally cheered; he got him to talk! "Eren... a nice name. Do you like it?"

"Y-yes."

With a soft smile, Boltert noticed that Eren had wrapped his fingers around his larger hands tighter, like he was his only source of comfort. "Eren... are-"

"Boltert! Bring the child to me! He must be sorted!"

Reiner's voice was firm and sharp, but toned quieter, like he didn't want to cause Ereb any stress. It worked; he barely flinched at the noise, instead remained looking at his delicate hands in a self-conscious manner. "Alright," Boltert looked down at the younger demon, eyes portraying his gentleness, "you have to be sorted by Reiner now. C'mon, I promise nothing bad will happen."

Eren wriggled uncomfortably but nodded nonetheless, shifting in his loose black shirt and scuffling his worn black trainers again the earth. "O-okay," he mumbled, looking up at Reiner as the firedemon neared him.

"Oh crud, I have to pick you up now. What are you - seven, now?" Reiner muttered, taking Eren's wrist and dragging him toward the Gathering Tree. Boltert could only watch in silent wonder, secretly hoping that the Ignis would turn silver and he could be put into the air-demon's care. Despite having barely talked to him, he had already grown a soft spot for the shy firedemon; he seemed kind and awfully sensible (there was already a lighter tucked into the pocket of his black skinny but-not-skin-tight black jeans - he could see the rectangular shape of it protruding off the fabric), and judging by his features, he would turn out to be pretty handsome. Not that he was into that, because he wasn't.

Eren squirmed but didn't refuse or cry out as Reiner lifted his feet off the ground; Boltert chuckled at the surprise on the firedemon's face. Obviously he was lighter then expected, or Reiner would have made a face or something along those lines. The fire flickered a little and its power lessened as Eren was raised over it, sensing that he was bigger then the oblivious two-year-olds, and its natural shade of stunning orange flashed a little into the silver side.

Boltert felt his hands clench.

The Ignis, chipping from silver to intense red, suddenly smoked more then it should, like it was unhappy, then went a colour no one would expect. It wasn't earthy brown, watery blue, cloudy white or even fierce crimson - it was

**b**

**l**

**a**

**c**

**k**

* * *

><p>that wraps up the <strong>prologue<strong>!

. . .

yay! finished!  
>before you all start going "OH MY GOD WHAT THE HELL WHY THIS WHY THAT AHHHDSBFHFBIWE" ... READ THIS:<p>

it doesn't matter who the leaders of the demonraces are, the only person that matter right now is Eren. soon enough, things will make sense, and I bet you're all wondering what will happen to Eren if the flame is black and where Levi'll come in to all of this. Only time will tell /laughs sneakily/

please review your opinions! I'd really love to see some feedback ... help feed my ego man xD just kidding I don't have an ego, not really anyway. I just really love reading reviews and it gives me a ton of confidence. I don't know if anyone will even read this... /sob/ give me and my dorky blue hair a chance ;n;

byebyebye,  
>- apex<p> 


	2. Chapter 02 - human

ooo I see you guys liked ittt~

language warning!

* * *

><p><span>demon obessions<br>an attack on titan fanfiction by apex

. . .

chapter two

_human_

. . .

The entire room went deadly silent at the Ignis's roaring power, watching in horror as the ash-black flame licked at the tree's twisted branches with such brutality that Reiner was pretty sure it would set alight soon. From beside him, there was a fearful wimper; the fire-demon glanced down, only to see an frightened expression beaming back up at him like a torch. He sighed a little, feeling sympathy for the innocent child, who had no idea of why the Ignis's flame had turned deadly dark.

"R-Reiner?" a stressed voice called from behind him - he spun around, taking the child's hand in his own at the same time, to see Bertolt staring at him with wide, nervous eyes. "Reiner, why... why is the flame back? Eren isn't..."

The firedemon's crimson eyes gleamed as he looked back down at the child. "Eren, huh?" he commented with a chuckle, as if trying to forget about the reality in the situation, "quite a human name, wouldn't you say?"

There was an angered cry from the other side of the room and within moments Jean - the waterdemon leader - had ripped Eren from Reiner's hand, startling the demonchild and sending a ripple of vexation cascading over both the firedemon leader and the airdemon leader. "Stop _joking_ around!" he howled in an ill humor, scaring Eren even more, "do you have any idea what this means?! Do _any _of you know the seriousness of the situation? He will have to be ta-"

"_Yes_, we get it, Jean," Marco growled from a little way away from the other demons, "stop scaring Eren." He passed the child a sympathetic glance, who returned it with a grateful grin and an uneasy squirm in Jean's fierce hands, causing the waterdemon to hiss and drop him to the ground. With a snarl of anger for mistreating Eren, Reiner stooped to take the child's hand in his own.

Sighing tensely, Bertolt stated, "we can't just... it isn't his fault that he's got wretched human blood in him... we c-can't punish him because of his mother's sins..." He had begun to raise his voice near the end of his sentence though Reiner took no notice of the airdemon's panic, instead looking down at Eren with softened eyes. He seemed petrified of the things happening around him, the black flame flickering behind the pair bathing his tan skin in dark light.

"Hmf," he breathed, "we have to take necessary processions-"

Bertolt cried out again, this time more angry then nervous. "Reiner!" he barked, "we can't just... _banish _him at such a young age! It isn't his fault that his mother did a dirty and married a _human man_!" All demons in the room glanced sharply at the firedemon leader, knowing that it was his choice. He thought about it for a few moments, his mind crossing over the fact that a) Eren was innocent, but he was partly _human_, and b) he'll have to prosecute Kalura...

Sighing calmly, Reiner looked back up at the other three demonleaders, who stared right back with as much flare in their eyes. "We aren't going to harm Eren," he said seriously, "but... it's best we speak about this somewhere else. Somewhere Eren won't earwig in on the conversation."

A anxious flash of dread settled into Marco's gentle eyes and his gaze sharpened onto Eren, who was tugging his hand away from Reiner with fear settling in his iris. "Bad news?" he said sadly, "ah, but where would he go? It is not right for him to be returned to his mother at this time..."

"Yes," Reiner agreed flatly, "maybe we should take him to Nocta; they are related, after all, yet I have not had any word about the two meeting each other yet."

At this, Marco snorted. "She wouldn't dare go near him, Reiner. He's got bad blood, remember? She'll kill him."

"Well he fucking deserves it- _owww_," Jean began in a fit of fury, but was cut off with a sharp elbow in the stomach by a glaring Boltert. From beside Reiner, Eren shifted his weight from foot to foot, his lips pursed as an anxious gesture. It was obvious that he really didn't know what was going on, and that he was scared of what will happen once everything is relayed to his knowledge. Sympathetically, Boltert offered to take Eren's hand, so Reiner could think properly without having to deal with a terrified half-human, half-demon kid.

He felt the smaller hand close around his and found an intense crimson eye staring up at him in gratitude, the other still hidden by his mop of white and red hair. Boltert's interested was peaked - what was the other guy coloured like? Was it red like all firedemon eyes? Offering the 7-year-old a reassuring smile, the airdemon leader stooped down, tucking his fringe behind his ear to see- "Oh... no wonder she wanted to hide him from the Ignis..." Boltert whispered, catching the other demons' attention as he studied the once-hidden eye in shock and wonder.

Instead of being hued a crimson red like it should, it was... _human_. That was the only way to describe it. A blend of clear green, icy silver and ocean blue, blinking up at him with an eyebrow cocked in confusion. For such an unnatural eye colour, Bertolt thought it was beautiful.

But Jean didn't; he exploded instead. "_Green _eyes?! How could he get any more human?! We need to take action and _kill him_, Reiner!"

With an unearthly glare, Marco responded, "oh shut up, Horseface. It's not his fault his mother did it with a human man, is it now?" Jean met his glare with as much anger as a smoldering wildfire, his nose wrinkled in his fury.

"Freckled fucking Jesus," Jean started in a rough tone, "go spilt yourself in half, will you?"

"We-" Marco began angrily, but was cut off by Reiner's booming voice as he tried to break the argument up before it started.

With a growl, the firedemon bossily glowered at both fuming demons. "Will you stop acting like children?! It isn't helping our situation at all!"

"Reiner is right," Boltert agreed peacefully, "we cannot argue at a time like this. Reiner, where would he go?"

The firedemon's brow furrowed intently. If they were to put him anywhere within any of the demonrace's kingdoms, Nocta would find and punish him without so much as blinking. It wouldn't be a kind penalizing, either; Nocta was known to be brutal and cruel to even the most innocent of demonchild, so one that she felt really deserved it would either die in the sheer pain or become so traumatized by everything he'll end up killing himself in some way anyways.

He didn't want that; none of the four leaders did, really (well, maybe apart from Jean). So the only place that would house him safest and more naturally would be… the Overworld – home of the humans.

Well, he _was _part human, so logically it would be fitting, right?

Sighing tensely, Reiner glanced down at Eren again, this time with a softer expression. "I know what we have to do…" he began, and the other demons that had only just rushed the demonchildren out of earshot met his gaze with interested eyes.

"We'll have to ki-"

Suddenly a puff of purple smoke whisped through the air with a loud "poof!" sound, followed by the hiss of the unnatural teleportation gas dissipating to reveal a terrified Kalura. Angered by her sudden appearance at the wrong time, Boltert cried out.

"Kalura!" he barked sharply, earning a surprised gape from Marco at the sudden disappearance of his usually calm tone of voice, "what are you doing here?! You came at exactly the wrong time-"

"No!" she cried, a single tear spilling from her emotional grey eyes, "there is no time to explain. Thank God-"

"Kalura, we already know," Marco said shortly, then wrinkled his button nose. There was an upset squeak from Eren, who wriggled beside Reiner as soon as he saw his mother standing before the other demons.

The woman stopped, a choked sob escaping her throat. "You can't hurt him," she said after a few tense moments of silence, "you can torture me, do anything… just, don't hurt him."

Reiner shuffled on his feet, keeping his gaze on Eren for a second before finally meeting Kalura's eyes. "Kalura," he said, "you do know what the penalty for breeding with another species is, correct?" His tone didn't imply just how regrettable he was and Boltert noticed that it was making Eren worked up.

"Reiner," he said softly, "give me Eren while you te-"

"No! Don't you DARE touch him!" Kalura screamed angrily, rushing forward to grab Eren; the youngest demon jerked backwards with a terrified cry at the rush of movement, pulling himself out of Reiner's gentle grip. He whimpered, watching through wide kaleidoscopic eyes as his mother's hand reached out to him, when-

It fell, along with the rest of her.

Eren watched Kalura collapse, a scream tearing from her throat. It sounded horrific; like she was being ripped in half alive, like a thousand bolts of energy twitched through the very fabric of her being and sending needles of horrendous pain through her entire body. She shook uncontrollably, her cries echoing in the Gathering Room, and violently coughed. A crimson pool escaped her lips and all the colour and life in her expression drained as her hazy pupils focused upon Eren one more.

"E-re-" she tried, but her voice fell into deaf ears. Eren could barely hear her; his breathing was too fast and there was too much shouting echoing around him to even hear that Reiner was trying to speak to him. His _mother_ was _dying_.

Right in front of his eyes, his mother was _dying_.

And he couldn't even comprehend the situation properly, everything just… _spun_. Like a merry-go-round.

A merry-go-round of _death_, that was.

The other demons had flown into panic mode; Reiner was desperately shaking Eren, trying to make him look away as the life left his mother's eyes and her body went limp. Boltert and Marco were screaming at Jean, who was _laughing_.

Laughing at how Eren was suffering a fully-fledged panic attack at the sight of his _dead mother_. Laughing at Reiner's alarm as he tried to snap the kid out of it. Laughing at the syringe that was in his hand, the contents empty.

And Reiner knew what was in the syringe. It was what Nocta had nicknamed "The Not-So-Easy Way Out", created as a painful way to punish a dirty sinner such as Kalura. It was forbidden for a demon to breed with a different species, especially if they were human. Usually the result came out far too powerful, or too weak. By the looks of it, Eren wasn't going to be the strongest there was; he has far too skinny to have any strength whatsoever. There were very rare moments when a weaker hyrbid came out strongest, but Reiner couldn't help doubting this happening to Eren.

The injection was created as a prosecution tool for these dirty sinners.

"Jean! What did you do?!" Marco screamed angrily, grabbing the waterdemon's wrist and twisting it around so severely he cried out and lost his balance, falling to the floor in a lump. "Don't you **dare** give me the pity stare or I **will **punch your face in so hard they'll be removing teeth from the back of that throat, Horseface!"

"But-" Jean began, but was cut off by a sharp boot landing a blow against his ribcage. Boltert took a step back, shaking off his leg and sending the gasping demon the darkest glare he could muster.

"What the everloving _fuck _did you do that for you-" Boltert cut off, then started hissing in lightning-fast demontongue, "_scumbag cum pungunt, non ad faciem vitae humanae, te mereamur die stupri!_" **("****prick-face scumbag with no regard for human life, you deserve to fucking die!")**

"He fuc-"

But Boltert didn't let Jean finish before he sent his boot driving into the waterdemon's stomach again. "You couldn't have waited to use that fucking injection_ until the kid was out of the room?!"_

Gingerly, Jean uncurled himself, allowing himself room to glance over to Eren's shivering form. The boy's face was deadly pale and his kaleidoscopic eyes were wide as they stared unblinking at his mother's limb body a few feet away. Beside him was Reiner, who was taking deep breaths and trying to snap Eren out of his shocked trance. "He looks fine," Jean commented nonchalantly, trying his best to be charming, "... he's just... surprised, tis all."

Boltert jerked forward so violently with a whisp of dangerous airdemon power in his palm that Marco was forced to pull him backward to avoid getting Jean killed. Of course he deserved it - poor Eren was probably severely traumatized by now - but he had to go to trial first. "You take a look at him," Boltert growled, his fists clenching, "you take a look at him and tell me he's okay, huh?!"

"He's just a kid, Boltert," Jean replied with a snort of laughter, "he'll forget about it by tomorrow. Why are you so protective over him anyway? You only met him a little while ago, didn't you?" The waterdemon's eyes snaked between Marco and Boltert, who were both fuming at Jean's careless behaviour.

Finally, Reiner thought it best to speak up, despite being busy with holding his hand over Eren's line of vision. "Boltert," he whispered, albeit hoarsely, "c-could you take Eren back to my castle, please? I think Marco and I can deal with him ourselves."

The airdemon pursed his lips, giving Jean a final glare before walking forward to take Reiner's place. He could feel the eyes of the others as he gently placed his hand over the boy's eyes and took his shaking hand in his own. "Shh," he cooed softly, hooking his arm underneath Eren's legs and scooping him up bridal-style; he looked like he would collapse any minute if he took a single step.

"Good luck with _that _piece of shit, Boltert- _owwWWW!_"

"Ignore him," Boltert mumbled to Eren, carrying him out of the way of the tree a little and pulling out a transportation rock from his pocket. He took one glance down at the shaking bundle in his arms, observing how the boy's hands were grasping his shirt and his head was now nuzzled against his chest, before throwing the rock down and disappearing within a cloud of ugly purple smoke.

. . .

Boltert didn't understand how the firedemons could thrive in such a boiling territory; yes, the Underworld was an incredible place, but it was so hot that he could feel his throat closing up. Momentarily he slid his eyes shut, sending a particular signal into his brain, and suddenly a wave of cold pleasure washed over him like a tidal wave. As soon as he opened his eyes he noted the white haze that now surrounded his body, and the gentle clouds that buzzed off him as he walked. It was one of his many powers, one he often used when he visited Reiner in the Underworld; it enabled him to keep cold until he was out of the warm environment.

He knew that his cold haze wouldn't be great for the little body curled up in his arms and he could feel the heat seeping into his body as Eren warmed himself up with a simple power most demons were born with, though it was stronger then usual for a seven-year-old demonchild. "You alright?" he asked softly, but he only got a shaky sob in return. The hands that gripped his shirt grew bonewhite and the boy was quivering more then usual.

"That stupid waterdemon," he growled to himself as he approached the vast castle that bore down on him like a tsunami wave. The guards didn't even have a second thought before they allowed him access, knowing that Boltert had been here many times and it was like a second home to him. "He traumatised you, didn't he?" he asked Eren, not really expecting a response.

After a moment of silence only broken by the clank of his shoes against the dark tiles, Boltert continued talking to the kid, trying to calm him down. "It'll be okay," he reassured softly to most likely deaf ears, "you'll be fine. You're doing great, Eren, really great. You're a strong one, aren't you? You have this atmosphere around you that just radiates your sheer determination. Such a good thing at a time like this, right?"

When he looked down again, Eren was shaking a little less, and it was blandly obvious that he was listening. "I know you're listening," Boltert teased gently, briefly using a burst of air to push a heavy door open, "you've got that look in your eye. Did you know that your eyes are pretty, Eren? The green one is beautiful. It's like someone blended the ocean and a grassy hillside together and poured the result into your iris."

He snorted a little as he noticed that Eren's sobs were ceased all together. "Of course you haven't seen the ocean or the hillsides. You live in the Underworld." Again, he didn't expect Eren to react to this...

... but when he _did_, he couldn't stop smiling.

"Where.. where d-do _you _li-live then?" a quiet voice mumbled into his shirt. Boltert's grin was huge. His constant-talking therapy actually worked!

"I live," he began, running his hand through Eren's white and red hair, "I live in the clouds up on the Overworld. Very far away from here. Up there, you can see the ocean and trees and roads and the _humans _if you just float down a little. I think you'd like it. Would you like it?"

"Mmf," came the uneasy response.

"I'm going to take that as a 'yes', Eren," Boltert said as he pushed another door open, a door that led to Reiner's bedroom. It was huge and was probably the hottest place in the entire castle; he had to add a fraction more power to his cold haze just to be sure. Eren was nearly leaning into the heat, which meant that he was practically falling out of Boltert's hands.

"I'll put you here," he informed the boy, placing him carefully onto the bed and shifting to take a seat beside him. Eren watched his every movement with sharp eyes, and as he sat down the firedemon shifted a little closer to Boltert. The airdemon smiled as he ran his hand through Eren's hair, something he found comfort in a few minutes before. This kid didn't do anything. He didn't deserve the trauma of watching his mother die. But there was a consequence of his hybrid state. Something none of the four demonleaders could help; Nocta had set this rule clearly around a year ago.

He had to be banished to the Overworld.

* * *

><p>bleh! mm I don't really know whether this chapter was exciting, but I liked writing it.<p>

to be honest I like where this story is going. it's got good pacing so far.. I think? the next chapter is a lot more interesting and you finally meet a certain smol bean~ (=

pleaase review! reading nice things really makes me want to update for you guys faster. hmf I love all who viewed this!

love ya'll,  
>-apex<p> 


End file.
